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Pole Sitting for Heaven 


You may think I made this story 
up. You will say that no one ever did what 
Simeon Stylites did. But it is true. 

Simeon looked after sheep when he was 
a boy, more than fifteen hundred years ago, 
but he was worried about his soul. Would 
God forgive his sins? 

He asked the preacher about it, and the 
preacher, instead of reading to him from 
the Bible about the love of God, told Sim- 
eon that truly God was angry with him, 
and the only way he could be saved was to 
live in a monastery, where only men lived, 
and spend all his time doing religious ex- 
ercises. 

Simeon was only fifteen, but he said 
good-by to his friends and went to live in 
the monastery. Strictly he obeyed all the 
rules. At the proper times each day he read 
the holy books. At other times he sang the 


























dull, uninteresting hymns he was told to 
sing. For days at a time he would not eat. 


But he still felt troubled. He shut him- 
self up in a hut for three years. Friends 
brought him food, but for forty days before 
Easter he ate nothing at all. 

Even so, he knew his sins were not for- 
given. He tried another method. This time 
he found in the desert a rock that was about 
sixty feet across. He thought that if he 


would stay on that rock, and never go + 


it, God would surely forgive him then. 

People for hundreds of miles came to ask 
him what they should do to be saved. Soon 
there were such crowds that Simeon did not 
have time for his own prayers. 

So he asked someone to set up a pillar 
about ten feet high, and he determined to 
live on top of it till he died. After a while 
he thought this was not high enough to 
please God, so he had other pillars built, 
till he was fifty feet above the ground. His 
platform had a railing around it so he 
wouldn’t fall off, and friends came up a 
ladder to bring him food. 

The crowds grew larger and he preached 
to them. 

Now he not only refused to eat during 
the forty days before Easter, but he thought 
he might please God better if he stood up 
during the whole time. He had a pole 
erected on the platform, and bound himself 
to it. After some years he could stand for 
the entire forty days without support. 

He had no shelter over him. Once, when 
he got sick, friends urged him to come 
down so doctors could treat him. He re- 
fused. 

Believe it or not, he stayed there thirty- 
six years, till he died, and the churches 
quarreled over who was to have his bones! 

But what a foolish man he was, after 
all. God does not require us to sit on poles 
before He will forgive us. He says, “If we 
confess our sins, he is faithful and just to 


‘forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from 


all unrighteousness” (1 John 1:9). 

If you are bothered by sins God has no 
forgiven, don’t wait any longer. Confess 
them and God will forgive them immedi- 
ately. Then, “go, and sin no more.” 


Your friend, 


nine Wiresel? 








Carl and the 


By ELLEN E. 


ARL WILSON stood on the curb at his 

safety patrol post on a corner near the 
school. He was absent-mindedly rolling and 
unrolling the red-and-white stop flag in his 
hands, and wishing that his duty time would 
hurry by. This was his first year as a safety 
patrolman. To begin with he had been very 
proud of it and had considered it a great 
privilege to be so trusted by the school and 
his schoolmates. 

But that had been several months ago. 


The car was speeding toward Susan, and not slowing 


w 
TARR ES, 
rey | Mh) , 
§ we 5 A 4: 
= 
4 WY, Y, 
: y 
y, WI! 
lll 
\ a 
= = 
©: ‘ 





Speeding Car 


MORRISON // 


Now the afternoons were cold, and some- 
times rainy. And his friends were always 
planning interesting things to do right after 
school when he had to be on patrol. He 
wasn't so sure he liked it any more. 

“I sure wish the time would hurry by,” 
he mumbled to himself, leaning against a 
telephone post. He looked impatiently at his 
watch. He still had ten minutes left, but the 
only students who had to be helped across 

To page 19 


at all. There was a look of fear on the driver’s face. 
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WINGS OF FAITH 


/ By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDW ARDS 





CHAPTER 4: HOW LEM FOUND THE MONEY 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Emerson Chadwick was left an orphan when he was 
only a few years old. Two cousins, Lem and Sade 
Smith, came to look after him. As soon as possible 
they forced Emerson to find a job, and Lem took all 
the money he earned. Then when Em was eleven he 
found a corner near a bakery where he sold papers 
fast. Gus, the baker, was friendly. By the time Em 
was sixteen, he had saved more than two hundred 
dollars, without telling Lem. He decided to use one 
hundred dollars to purchase a newspaper stand, but 
when he went home in the evening to get the money 
from a tin in his dresser drawer, the money was gone! 
The chapter this week reveals who took it. 


pe was a mixture of greed, vice, and lazi- 
ness. He had earned only a very little 
money here and there since he had been 
turned out of his job for drunkenness and 
instability. He mended wagons and buggies, 
and did odd jobs of repair work when he 
was sober. But that was all. The few cents 
that Emerson brought in kept him supplied 
with tobacco and liquor. 

He waited every night restively for the 
boy’s return. He hadn’t a single suspicion for 
months—even years—that the boy was sav- 
ing any money on the side. Em had increased 
the amount he gave him, and he was fairly 
satisfied. Emerson, at the age of sixteen, was 
earning as much as some grown men did in 
those days. Lem always pocketed Em’s thirty, 
forty, or forty-five cents with a little grunt, 
which meant neither approval nor blame. He 
had the secret fear that if he showed any 
kind of gratitude to the boy, it might spoil 
him. Might put ideas in his head. 


But as Em shot up taller and the face of 
the lad grew to look more and more like 
Alice, his mother, wicked old Lem became 
scared. Every time he looked at the boy fur- 
tively, he thought of the boy’s gentle mother. 
He knew that she would disapprove of the 
way he had dealt with the lad. And he 
shuddered at the thought of Alice’s accusing 
eyes, looking at him through the boy’s. There 
was a lurking superstition in his cowardly 
old heart, that a reckoning day was coming 
for him. But then he shook it off with a 
grunt and a growl and scolded the boy on 
every pretext. But the fear persisted. 

One day it dawned on Lem’s slow brain 
that Emerson was too happy. A boy who was 
treated as Emerson was couldn't be that 
happy unless something was wrong. He 
wasn't the same browbeaten, dodging little 
fellow he had been once. When Lem threat- 
ened to “hosswhip” him, the tall boy had 
smiled a little mysteriously and said not a 
word. Lem looked at his rippling young 
muscles, and trembled at what Emerson 
could do to him if he once lost his temper. 

Then Lem’s numbed brain tried to unravel 
the mystery. It was queer. He watched Emer- 
son warily. He followed him stealthily one 
day down to his corner, where he sold the 
papers. Then he saw Em come out of the 
bakery slick and clean in decent clothes, 
selling papers right and left. Lem watched 
him for hours with hate and greed in his 
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eyes. When the boy had sold out, he disap- 
peared into the bakery. Lem slouched over 
and peered through the ventilator window 
to the basement. He heard the boy's voice 
ring out in laughter. Then by stooping over, 
he got a glimpse of him. He was enveloped 
in a snowy apron and was doing something 
at a huge tub of dough. He could even hear 
the pops and thwacks as the boy pummeled 
and kneaded the elastic mass. He heard the 
rattle of pans, and big Gus making some 
sally, and the boy’s clear high laugh in 
answer. 

Then, his mind filled with evil, covetous 
thoughts, tinged with suspicion, the man 
slouched off home. He'd track this thing 
down, he would. The boy had money. Of 
that he was sure. Now where was it, that was 
the question. His eyes grew narrow and he 
licked his thick lips greedily. He might not 
be able to get the best of Emerson with his 
fists, but he could outsmart him with his 
tricks. He was on the right track, he was 
sure. He observed the lad narrowly. He 
noted that Em had changed to his ragged 
clothes when he came home that night. But 
he noticed how clean his hands and nails 
were when he handed him the usual half dol- 


Greedily, Lem Smith poured onto the kitchen table 
the money that Emerson had worked so hard to save. 


lar. Then almost immedi- 
ately the boy went upstairs 
to his room. Lem followed 
stealthily. He heard the 
click of the door button. 
Then stooping, puffingly, 
he gazed through the key- 
hole. Em was taking out the dresser drawer. 
Hah! so that’s where—— 

He heard the clink of a can. Then he 
slunk into a disorderly old closet, full of 
musty garments. A moment later the boy 
came out of his room and passed within a 
foot of him as he went downstairs. 

Lem lost no time in getting the treasure. 
He slipped into the room and took out the 
drawer. Then fumbling and pawing, he 
found the thin old tobacco tin, strangely 
heavy. 

Laughing silently, he put it in his pocket 
and went to the kitchen to count it. First 
he made sure Em was gone. Sade was deep 
in a novel in the sitting room. Then he 
shoved back some coffee cups and some 
plates with grease and egg stains on them. 
He set the platter with a lone piece of 
limp meat expiring in a river of congealed 
grease on top of the bowl of cold gravy. He 

To page 17 
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THE 
SABBATHBREAKING SKATES @ 


By JUANITA BYRD / 





arid EMMA would have been very much 
disappointed in Harry had she seen the 
way he used the gift she gave him for Christ- 
mas. She had wanted especially to make him 
happy this Christmas, because, you see, Harry 
had been ill with pneumonia for several 
weeks, and when Christmastime came, he 
was still in bed. So she had brought him the 
thing he wanted most—a pair of beautiful 
ice skates. 

Harry was tremendously excited when he 
opened the box and saw the skates inside. 
He wanted to get out of bed right then and 
race over to the pond. But Aunt Emma told 
him he would have to stay indoors until the 
doctor said he was well enough to go out. 

“And there is one thing I want you to 
promise me,” she said to Harry the day she 
and Uncle Bill went home. “Promise that 
you will always be careful to skate only in 
the safe areas and keep away from the thin 
ice.” 

“Of course,” said Harry, thinking to him- 
self, “I’m old enough to know where the ice 
is safe. She doesn’t need to worry about me.” 

Christmas came and went. Gradually 
Harry became better and was well enough to 
walk around the home. He could see his 
schoolmates going by, pulling sleds or 
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dangling ice skates over their shoulders, 
headed for the pond. How much Harry 
wanted to be with them! He didn’t know 
anything he desired to do so much as to be 
able to get out and go to the pond with those 
lovely new skates. 

Finally, one Friday in the latter part 
of January, Dr. Moore told Mother that he 
thought Harry was well enough to go out- 
doors for a while, provided he wrapped up 
warm and didn’t stay too long. Harry was de- 
lighted. Naturally he first thought of the ice 
skates. Going to the closet, he took them out, 
gave them a fond look and a gentle pat, and 
swinging them over his shoulder, went out 
the front door. Mother, who had been in 
the kitchen baking an apple pie for Sabbath, 
ran after him to see that he was dressed 
warm enough. 

“Harry,” she said, “why do you have the 
ice skates with you?” 

“Why, Mother,” Harry answered, “Dr. 
Moore said I could go out today, and, well, 
I saw the other fellows headed toward the 
pond. So—I—thought maybe I'd go up and 
try my skates out.” Of course, Harry knew 
this wasn’t the best thing to do on his first 
day out of doors. But he had hoped Mother 
wouldn’t notice he had the skates, so he 
could go and skate just a little bit. 

“Harry, dear, I’m sorry, but you must not 
skate today. You'll have to wait until you 
are stronger. Perhaps sometime next week 
you can try them out. It will be just as much 
fun then as it would be now.” Then Mother 
walked back to the kitchen. 

Harry, head hanging low, came back 
slowly and put the skates in their box. Then 








he walked out of the house and wandered 
dejectedly to the pond. 

“Hi, Harry,” called Joe. “Thought you got 
some new skates for Christmas. Where are 
they?” 

“Aw, Mother won't let me use them yet. 
She says I have to get stronger,’ Harry re- 
plied with a look of disappointment on his 
face. 

“If you don’t hurry up and use them,” ad- 
vised Joe, “you'll miss all the fun. Not many 
more weeks till the spring thaw comes, you 
know. Besides, we're going to have a contest 
a week from Sunday and the best skater gets 
a nice prize.” 

“Oh, who's giving the prize?” asked Harry 
excitedly. “And what is it?” 

“It’s supposed to be a secret,” informed 
Joe. “Mr. Higgins down at the grocery store 
is giving it, and they say it’s going to be 
something really special.” 

As if he didn’t feel bad enough about not 
being able to skate, Harry really felt down 
in the dumps now. He'd been a pretty good 
skater last winter when he was able to bor- 
row skates from his cousin John. But this 
year, after being sick so long, all the fellows 
were ahead of him. 

Finding an old orange crate near the edge 
of the pond, he sat down gloomily and 
watched the others having their fun. Hear- 


ing a crunch in the ice behind, he turned 
to see Mary Alice coming toward him. 

“Hello, Harry. It’s good to see you out. 
How are you feeling?” she asked. 

“Oh, I'm doing all right, I guess. I just 
wish I could use the skates my Aunt Emma 
gave me for Christmas, though.” 

“Well, since this is your first day out, 
Harry, I think you should wait awhile before 
you try skating. By the way, your mother 
told my mother that you might be coming 
to the Missionary Volunteer meeting tonight. 
And I was wondering if you would come up 
on the platform and lead in prayer. Would 
you?” 

“Sure, I suppose so,” said Harry. 

“O.K. I'm going to count on you. Don’t 
let me down.” And with that Mary Alice 
was off on the pond to join her friends for 
a bit of skating before the sun sank too 
low in the west. 

Then Harry turned his attention back to 
the pond and began concentrating on the 
new figures his friends were cutting on the 
smooth ice. Oh, how he wished he could get 
out there and skate with them. 

Friday afternoons are short in January, 
and soon Harry noticed that his friends were 
taking off their skates and going home to 
be ready in time for the Sabbath. He de- 
cided he had better get home quickly too. 


Feeling most unhappy, Harry sat down on an old orange crate beside the pond and watched the 
others skating. His mother had told him to leave his new skates in the cupboard at home. 
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THE BIGGEST CAK 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY 


Last night North Wind 
Kept me awake 

While he was whipping 
Up a cake! 


He cracked and whacked 
And beat and stirred; 

He sifted, measured, 
Whizzed, and whirred. 


This morning when 
I looked to see, 
The ground was white 
As it could be. 


| said, “This is 
A cake that's light; 

A cake North Wind 
Whipped up last night! 


“The snow is fluted, 
White and thick, 
And looks like icing 
One could lick. 


“And while the Wind 
Kept me awake 
He must have made 
This lovely cake!" 


DSBS BBB BS BSSSVS BSS SVSTSTSTSSTSTSTSTA STATS 


When he reached the house, the aroma 
of juicy apple pie greeted him. Mother was 
busy finishing her preparations for the Sab- 
bath and told Harry he had better get a 
warm bath and take a little rest before sup- 
pertime, so he would feel more like going 
to the meeting that night. 

Harry walked into his bedroom and began 
to undress. His mind was full of thoughts 
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about the ice pond and the skates and all of 
his friends who were practicing for the 
contest. 

“I wonder what that prize will be?” he 
thought to himself. “I wonder if I would 
have a chance of getting it? But when can 
I practice? Tomorrow is Sabbath. I can’t do 
it then. Mother said we were going to visit 
grandmother in the country on Sunday, and 
that will take most of the day. Then Monday 
I should start back to school. And the contest 
is a week from Sunday. That almost leaves 
me out of the picture.” So Harry’s thoughts 
ran till Mother called him to sundown wor- 
ship. 

At supper, Mother and Dad talked about 
how happy they were that Harry was well 
enough to be up and out and that they were 
sure he would enjoy going to MV meeting 
that night. They had to go to the hospital 
to visit Mrs. Myers, who was ill. Mother 
said they would leave right after supper, and 
would be back home about nine or nine- 
thirty. MV meeting started at seven-thirty. 
Harry watched as his parents left the house 
and drove off. Their last comment to him 
had been, “Have a nice time at the meeting, 
dear, and tell us all about it when you come 
home.” 

Then it was that Harry got the idea. 
Mother and Dad were gone and wouldn't be 
back until about nine o'clock. He could call 
up Mary Alice and tell her he was sorry, but 
he didn’t feel very well. She had better ask 
someone else to lead in prayer tonight. So 
he did just that. Then he headed for his 
closet, put on his heaviest jacket and wool 
muffler, picked up the beautiful skates, and 
walked out of the front door, headed for the 
pond. The moon was shining brightly, so he 
would be able to see well enough to skate 
and could get in a little practice and still 
arrive home before Mother and Dad. 
Quickly he walked through the snow and 
found his way to the pond. Nervously he 
put on the skates. Eagerly he placed a foot 
onto the edge of the pond. Then he was off 
—gliding swiftly across the smooth ice. He 
hadn’t forgotten how to skate. This was fun. 
And he had the pond all to himself. 

What was that figure he saw Johnnie cut- 
ting today? Oh, yes, he remembered. And 
round and round he went. Before he knew it, 
more than an hour had gone by and he knew 
he should be home. He hadn't meant to skate 
so long. Just a little tryout. But then, he still 

To page 17 
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DO HORSES TALK? 


By LETTA STERLING LEWIS 7 


O HORSES talk? Listen to the story of 
my two pets and I believe you will agree 
with me that they do! 

Prince and Dolly lived happily and lov- 
ingly together in a large pasture, through 
which ran the Kankakee River. Dolly had 
been in poor health for some time, so we 
decided to let her live out the rest of her life 
peacefully in the pasture. The two of them 
showed great fondness for each other, al- 
ways Close together, side by side. 

We never saw them drink from the river. 
But early every morning they would come 
up the long lane to drink from the water 
that was pumped fresh from the barnyard 
well. After drinking, they would remain in 
the barnyard for a while, frisking about as 
playfully as two kittens, and then go flying 
back down the lane as if trying to see which 
could run the faster. 

One morning I was greatly surprised to 
see Prince coming alone. He seemed in a 
great hurry. But he did not go to the well. 
Instead he rushed to the barnyard gate, which 































































was opposite the kitchen door, and pushed 
against the bars, stretching his long neck as 
far as possible toward the kitchen door. He 
acted as though very much troubled about 
something, and began the most pitiful neigh- 
ing I have ever heard from a horse. 

Could something have happened to Dolly? 
I wondered. Being very busy that morning, 
I did not pay attention to his mournful wail- 
ing, which he kept up for some minutes. I 
have blamed myself ever since that I did not 
go immediately to see what was causing his 
excitement. Finally Prince turned abruptly 
about and ran rapidly down the lane, neigh- 
ing as he went. But very soon he returned 
and acted the same way as before. 

When he did it the third time, I could 
stand it no longer. With my conscience beat- 
ing me severely, I started out. The jobs that 
seemed so important could wait. Our faith- 
ful, loving Prince was in sorrow. What could 
I do better than go to the relief of one of 
my Father's creatures! 

The moment Prince saw me coming, he 
started down the liane, but 
kept looking back as if to 
see if I were still following. 
He seemed so disappointed 
that I could not catch up 
to him that at last I started 
running. This pleased him 
so that he dashed quickly 
into the grove and to the 
side of Dolly. Round and 
round her body he paced. 

Poor old Dolly! She 
could not get up or help 
To page 21 
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Prince and Dolly lived together 
in the meadow. Then, one day, 
Prince came racing to the 
house with an urgent message. 


JANUARY 26, 1955 / 9 








GUIDE'S PATHFINDER PROJECT FOR FEBRUARY 








Manual of 
The Pathfinder Guidon 


Compiled and adapted from the “Army Field Manual 22-5" by Harry Garlick 


| sm guidon is a unit identification flag 
fastened to the end of a 61 foot circular 
staff with a diameter of about 1 inch. It is 
carried at ceremonies and at other times 
when prescribed by the club director. In the 
club it is displayed at the unit’s corner, as- 
semble point, room, area, et cetera. In the 
field it is carried and cared for by the unit 
guidon bearer. The guidon bearer should be 
a specially selected Pathfinder who is worthy 
of carrying his unit’s guidon. 


General Rules 


The guidon is brought to present arms, 
parade rest, and the order with the com- 
mands given to the club as a whole. At the 
command of execution of other movements 
of the Pathfinder Drill Manual it is brought 
to carry guidon, unless already in that posi- 
tion. When the bearer is executing the fac- 





PICTURES BY BYRON LOGAN, WITH CLYDEWOGGENKAMP OF SLIGO (TAKOMA PARK, MARYLAND) PATHFINDER CLUB 


ings, side step, or alignments, and when 
Pathfinders are marching, the guidon is at 
the carry. When marching at route step or at 
ease, it may be held in either hand. When 
at the order, unless otherwise prescribed, it 
is brought to the carry at the command of 
execution for marching in quick time. 


Carry Guidon 


The staff of the guidon is held vertically in 
the right hand, resting in the hollow formed 
by the thumb and first finger, back of the 
hand to the right, arm extending downward, 
staff resting in the hollow of the shoulder, 
the bottom of the staff 6 inches from the 
ground. 


Being at Carry Guidon, to Execute 
Order Guidon 


Allow the staff to slide through the right 


First picture shows position of carry guidon. Notice that bottom of staff is six inches 
from floor. Second picture shows order guidon and third shows position in parade rest. 
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At the command present guidon, the staff is lowered 
in front to the horizontal, with flag hanging clear. 


hand until the bottom is on the ground on 
line with and touching the toe of the right 
shoe, at which time the right hand regrasps 
the staff as in the carry. 


Being at Order Guidon, to Execute 
Carry Guidon 


Grasp the staff with the left hand, at the 
same time loosening the grip of the right 
hand on the staff. Raise the guidon vertically 
with the left hand, the staff sliding through 
the right hand until the bottom is 6 inches 
from the ground, then regrasp the staff with 
the right hand. Cut the left hand away 
smartly to the left side. 


Being at Order Guidon, to Execute 
Parade Rest 


Move the left foot smartly 12 inches to 
the left of the right foot, keeping the legs 
straight so that the weight of the body rests 
equally on both feet. At the same time in- 
cline the guidon staff to the front, allowing 
the right hand to slide up on the staff so that 

he right arm is extended down at about a 
Os icc. angle. Hold the left hand behind 
the body, palm to the rear. 


Being at Carry or Order Guidon, to Execute 
Present Guidon 


a. Lower the guidon straight to the front, 
extending the right arm nearly horizontally 
until the staff, resting in the pit of the right 
arm, is horizontal. 





In double time the guidon is held across the body, 
where it is easier to carry at the faster pace. 


b. When passing in review, the guidon 
bearer executes eyes right and present guidon 
at the first movement of the club director's 
hand salute. He returns to eyes front and 
carry guidon at the last movement of the 
club director’s salute. 

c. When not in review and the National 
Colors comes within 6 paces, the bearer 
must present guidon and hold it until the 
National Colors has passed 6 paces beyond. 

d. When not in review and the bearer 
comes within 6 paces of the National Colors, 
he must present guidon and hold it until 
he has gone past the Colors 6 paces. 


Being at Present Guidon, to Execute 
Carry Guidon 


Grasp the staff with the left hand, palm 
up, at a point just beyond the right hand. 
With the left hand, carry the guidon up 
and back to the position of carry guidon. At 
the same time lower the right hand, retaining 
its grasp on the staff, to the right side. Cut 
the left hand away smartly to the left side. 


Being at Present Guidon, to Execute 
Order Guidon 


Execute carry guidon except that when 
the guidon is brought to the vertical position 
the staff is allowed, if necessary, to slide 
through the right hand. Steady the staff with 
the left hand, until the guidon is in the posi- 
tion of order guidon. 
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THE MIRACLE WELL 
AND THE ROTTEN-EGG W 


® § 


Waster splashed out of the faucet into a 
glass being held by a student at Japan 
Missionary College. Then, when the glass 
was scarcely half full, the water almost 
stopped. Only a dribble trickled from the 
spigot. 

“Now you try to explain that one,” said 
the student to a friend nearby. “Ever since 
he got here, our new college president has 
been telling us we ought to live according to 
God’s plan and take baths more often and 
drink more water. But if that really is God’s 
plan, why doesn’t He see to it that we have 
enough water in our well?” 

“It is hard to understand,” said the friend, 
“and: ” But the first student had more to 
say. 





Before this new president came talking 
so much about God's plan, we used to have 
all the water we wanted. Now every time 
somebody runs the water for a bath or starts 
to wash his clothes, there isn’t enough water 
to get a decent drink. Well, my glass is full 
at last. You’d better start filling yours. It'll 
take long enough.” 

The friend put his glass under the faucet, 
to catch the dribble. “You seem to have for- 
gotten,” he said, “that there are almost twice 
as many students in the school now as there 
were back then. God has certainly blessed 
us in that way.” 

He waited for a reply, but the first student 
was too busy drinking, so he went on. “You'll 
have to admit we are all feeling much better 
since we started drinking so much.” 

The first student took a deep breath. “Yes, 
you're right. And I feel a lot better too. Well, 
that makes five glasses today,” he said, put- 
ting down the empty glass. “Just one more, 
and I'll have my quota. But I still wish it 
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didn’t take so long to fill them every time.” 

It was all too true. The little well, which 
had served faithfully many years, was not 
giving enough water for present needs. We 
needed a new one. 

But digging a well costs money, and the 
deeper the well, the more it costs. So we 
started to save, yen by yen—for yen is the 
money we use in Japan. We hoped we might 
find water perhaps forty or fifty feet down. 
Just in case we had to go deeper, 
however, we gathered enough 
cash to pay for digging a hole 
two hundred feet deep. If we 
didn’t find water by then, our 
money would be wasted, and we 
would have to start saving all 
over again—and keep on putting 
up with the poor little well that 
wasn’t producing enough. 

Finally we had _ sufficient 
money in hand to buy a pump 
and start the digging operations. 
We were really quite excited, for 
this would be God’s well. His 
blessings had made it necessary. 





Pre 
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The well men came. Down 
went the drill, thirty, forty feet. 
We stood by eagerly watching, 
ready to jump back when the 
water should come gushing out. 

But we didn’t need to be so 
tense. No water gushed out. 
There was no water at all. 

We told the men to keep on 


The boys tried to get water from the 
faucet, but only a trickle came out. It 
was clear that we needed a new well. 
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drilling, and they got down to a hundred 
feet. Still there was no water. We began to 
be afraid. 

Deeper they drilled. They were down 180 
feet and the well was as dry as sand dunes 
on the Sahara. We were really worried now, 
for we had to strike water in the next twenty 
feet or give up. Our money would be ex- 
hausted. But we told the men to drill on, for 
there was no use stopping while we still 











had some money left. And who knew, God 
might yet put water in that well. 

The hole went down. Slowly—so slowly, 
for the men were using hand drills. They 
were at 196 feet now. Still dry. Then at 197 
feet. We were praying in our hearts almost 
frantically, “Please, God, give us water in 
the well.” 

One hundred ninety-eight. The foreman 
of the well drillers shook his head hopelessly. 

One hundred ninety-nine. Nothing. 

“Dear God,” we prayed, almost aloud. 
“Thou didst promise that if we followed 
Thy will, Thou wouldst bless us. And we 
need this water because we have been follow- 
ing Thy will. Please, God.” 

The drill was going down by inches. Two 
inches to go. One. 

The well drillers have reached the limit. 
They are down to the 200-foot mark. 

Suddenly a shout goes up. “Look! Water! 
It’s gushing up in the well!” 

And so it was. We had struck a great 
underground stream. “Thank you, God,” we 
breathed. 

But hold on! There was another problem. 

To page 19 
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SHADOWS THAT HUNT 


By HARRY BAERG 


Answering requirements: 6. How are cats’ ears protected? 9. Name seven kinds of 
undomesticated cats. Identify each and tell in what part of the world they are found. 


MV HONOR = Everybody knows cats catch 
mice. Not so many know 

( ,) that some eat almost noth- 
ing but rabbits. There are 

others, too, even in North 

IN CATS America, that sometimes hunt 


deer. And there are some that 
enjoy eating porcupines! 

These ferocious animals belong to the 
lynx tribe of cats. If you meet one on a hike 
into the mountains, you will be able to tell 
it is a lynx by its short tail and black-tufted 
ears. Most lynxes also have white cheek ruffs: 
The ears of the lynx, like those of most other 
cats, are very keen. They are well protected 
inside with long hairs that screen out dust 
and insects. 

The lynx tribe is found over most of the 
wilder areas of North America, Europe, and 
Asia. In America there are the Canada lynx 
and the bobcat. The lynx is common in the 
forested north woods. In earlier days it was 
common, also, in the northern New England 
States, but it has been trapped so much that 
none are left there. In most of the wooded 
areas of Canada it is still important for its 
fur. 

A lynx is about the size of a large dog, but 
with a shorter body, longer legs, and feet 
that are big enough to do for snowshoes in 
winter. The face is short, and the jaws pow- 
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erful. Black-striped ruffs on each cheek and 
black-tufted ears provide striking features to 
an otherwise pale, grayish cat. Prime furs are 
prized by furriers and used for trimming, for 
neck pieces and short coats. Still another un- 
usual use to which they are put is the manu- 
facture of busbies, the tall fur caps worn by 
hussars in the British Army and the palace 
guards. For this they are dyed black to re- 
semble bearskin. 

The main food of the lynx is the snowshoe 
hare. It is the common rabbit of most of the 
wooded areas of Canada and gets its name 
from the fact that its hind feet are large and 
spreading, making it easy for the rabbit to 
trail swiftly over soft snow. These rabbits 
die off every seven to ten years, and then 
the lynx’s food is gone. Usually there is some 
other food, like mice, that the lynxes could 
eat, but they are generally such creatures of 
habit that they starve rather than eat any- 
thing other than fresh rabbit. 

As a rule the lynx is a silent and stealthy 
shadow. It pads along on pussy feet at night 
or in the dusk and is seldom seen or heard. 
Even when caught in a trap and clubbed to 
death it seldom utters a sound other than to 
snarl or spit. The only sign of its presence is 
a large round track in fresh winter snow. 
There is one time, however, when it can be 
heard, and that is the mating season. A lynx 














can make all the noises that tomcats can, 
only much louder. Fortunately, the ear-split- 
ting caterwalling of mating lynxes is usually 
carried on in wilderness areas and not on 
back fences near bedroom windows. 

The bay lynx, or bobcat, occupies most of 
the United States. It is found in a small part 
of southwestern and southeastern Canada, 
and in north central Mexico also, but not in 
great numbers. Bobcats are not found in the 

dense forest but prefer the more open scrub 
= country. They exist in many settled areas 
where their presence is not suspected. More 
than once I have found fresh bobcat dens 
near well-traveled roads or in the vicinity of 
farmhouses. 

The food of the bobcat is more varied than 
that of the Canada lynx. The bobcat is less 
particular and will live on whatever happens 
to be in its hunting ground. Ground-nesting 
birds, cottontails, jackrabbits, mice, ground 
squirrels, and wood rats are common fare. 
They hunt by day as well as at night, for 
some of the animals they prey on are abroad 
only in the daytime. 

It is not always easy to tell a bobcat from 
a lynx, because the individuals vary so much. 
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The lynx is larger, but a big bobcat may 
weigh ten pounds more than a small lynx. 
The lynx’s ears are tufted, but the bobcat's 
may also be tufted. On a bobcat the tufts are 
seldom more than an inch long; on a lynx 
they are usually longer than that. As a rule 
the bobcat’s fur is browner and more spotted 
than that of the lynx, and that is why he is 
sometimes called the “bay lynx.” The one 
sure identification is that a lynx’s tail tip is 
black all around, while on a bobcat it is 
white underneath and may be either brown 
or black above. 

The bobcat is a vicious fighter when 
cornered. To say of a dog that he can lick 
his weight in wildcats is a real compliment 
to his fighting ability. The quiet, sleepy-look- 
ing bobcat you may see at the zoo can very 
quickly change into a spitting, snarling, 
fighting fury. Very rarely can even a bobcat 
be tamed to be a gentle, trustworthy pet. 
What were once thought to be tall tales of 
bobcats killing deer have since been proved 
true. There are several instances on record 
of bobcats that have leaped on the backs of 
grown buck deer and killed them by biting 
through the jugular vein in the throat. These, 
of course, are rare events, but 
they show the courage and 
ferocity of the animal. 

Bobcats kill porcupines 
quite often and do not seem 
to be injured fatally by the 
quills in most cases. The lowly 
skunk is almost always passed 
by, but occasionally killed and 
eaten. E. T. Seton, however, 
tells the story of one such 
encounter that ended in com- 
plete victory for the skunk. 

The fur of the bobcat is not 
nearly as valuable as that of 
the lynx. It is coarser and 
more brittle in southern re- 
gions. In the northern part of 
its range the fur is consider- 
ably heavier and finer. 

The lynx is not found on 
the American continent only; 
it also roams the forests of 










Cmwere? 7: y/. 


ILLUSTRATED BY THE AUTHOR 


These are the hunting shadows that 
catch rabbits, deer, porcupines, 
and flying birds. Read about them 
and start earning an MV Honor. 
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Northern Europe and Siberia. There are two 
other cats of the lynx tribe that inhabit the 
hot countries from Africa to China. 

One of these, the caracal, or Persian lynx, 
is found in Africa and the warmer parts of 
Asia. It is a little smaller than the bobcat, 
heavily built and powerful, chestnut brown 
above and white below with two white spots 
above each eye. It feeds on antelope, small 
deer, and game birds. The caracal is easily 
tamed and often used in hunting. It is trained 
to sit on the pommel of the saddle. When 
game is sighted, it leaps off in pursuit. It 
is exceptionally fast with its feet, and when 
a flock of pigeons is feeding on the ground 


is able to leap and strike down ten to a 
dozen birds before the flock can get away. At 
times it will crouch in the grass and leap 
six to eight feet in the air to catch a flying 
bird. 

The jungle cat, or chaus, is a member of 
the lynx tribe that is found in the jungles 
rather than in the drier country where the 
caracal hunts. It, too, has tufted ears and a 
reasonably short tail. One was cornered in a 
henhouse with a dead hen in the middle of 
the floor. It had the presence of mind to 
grab the hen as it dashed past the man in 
the doorway and made its escape, in spite of 
several men outside who tried to stop it. 











Bible Step 
By OLLIE JAMES ROBERTSON { 


Write the answers in the squares. They should 
read the same sideways and downwards. 

1. One of the sons of Noah (Gen. 7:13). 

2. Much noise or fuss (Mark 5:39). 

3. The man who received the Ten Commandments 
written on tables of stone (Ex. 32:15). 

4. The high priest when Samuel was born (1 Sam. 
19). 

5. Mountain where God gave the Ten Command- 
ments (Ex. 19:20). 

6. A girl’s name. 

7. The building in which there was no room for 
Joseph and Mary (Luke 2:7). 
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Do You Know? 


By PHYLLIS SOMERVILLE VY 


Mark out the incorrect. 
1. We lived before Abraham: Paul, Adam, Moses, 
Noah, Seth, Jacob, Methuselah, Joseph. 
2. We lived in Christ’s time: John the Baptist, Luke, 
Ruth, Isaiah, Mary Magdalene, Solomon, Nathan. 
3. We knew Paul: Timothy, Barnabas, David, Pris- 
cilla, Jeremiah, Daniel, King Agrippa, Moses. 
4. We were in Egypt: David, Moses, Joseph, Miriam, 
Samuel, Noah. 
5. We were kings: Samuel, David, Herod, Solomon, 
Jehoshaphat, Ahab, Hezekiah, Isaiah. 
6. We were priests: Aaron, Joshua, Samuel, Moses, 
Cleopas, Caiaphas, John the Baptist, Zacharias. 
7. We were prophets: Isaiah, Jeremiah, Gideon, 
Caleb, Ezekiel, Job, Elijah, Elisha. 
8. We were fishermen: Abel, Jacob, 
Matthew, Paul, James, Andrew, John. 
9. We wrote books in the Bible: Moses, John the 
Baptist, John the Revelator, Paul, Solomon, Abra- 
ham, Jacob. 
. We are mentioned ONLY after Jesus’ crucifixion: 
Paul, Nicodemus, Dorcas, Timothy, Stephen, 
Barnabas, Mary Magdalene. 


Peter, 


Guess Who? 


;~ By MARY J. VINE Y 


This man to Jesus came by stealth, 
Yet he had influence, power, and wealth; 
But lest his friends should disagree, 
He came to Jesus secretly. 
Who was he? 


ANSWERS 
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The Sabbathbreaking Skates 
From page 8 


wanted to practice a few more stunts. He 
wanted so much to enter that contest! 

The time stole up on him again. He had 
been there an hour and a half! He really 
must leave. Just one more skate around. 

And then—catastrophe! While making a 
figure 8, Harry skated too near to the thin 
ice, and before he knew what was happen- 
ing, he had crashed through. His whole body 
was covered with icy water. 

He was terribly frightened and started to 
call for help. But then he thought, No, what 
would people think—Harry Hendricks, the 
Seventh-day Adventist boy who had been 
ill with pneumonia, out ice skating on a cold 
night, and Sabbath night at that. He 
struggled this way and that frantically, but 
somehow every time he leaned on the edge 
of the ice, it would give way under him. 

He felt so sorry that he had skipped MV 
meeting to come out and skate on Sabbath. 
He closed his eyes and asked God to forgive 
him and to help him get out of the water. 

Then he tried again. He did it! Somehow 
he got a good hold on a jagged edge of the 
broken ice and pulled himself over the top. 

His teeth were chattering. He was chilled 
all over. In his weakened condition he man- 
aged to skate back across the pond to the 
path that lead toward home. He must get 
there quickly and undress and get warm. He 
knew that his resistance was still low. What 
would happen if he got sick again? What 
would Mother and Dad think? What would 
Dr. Moore think? 

It wasn’t long until he reached a street. All 
of a sudden he heard the merry chatter of 
young voices. Looking to his right he noticed 
it was a group of his friends returning from 
the MV meeting. Who was the girl calling 
out to him? Oh dear. It was Mary Alice. 

“Harry, Harry, is that you?” 

Harry knew he had to face his friends. 
“Yes, Mary Alice, it is.” 

“Where have you been? We were sorry 
you couldn’t come to meeting. But I thought 
you were going to bed early tonight.” 

Coming closer, Harry's friends saw that he 
was soaking wet. Immediately they were 
alarmed. 

“Harry, what happened to you?” 

“I—I—I fell into the pond.” 

“The pond? What were you doing on the 
pond tonight?” 


“Well, I—I was going to stay in tonight, 
but then I decided that I'd like to—try— 
out—my new ice skates. I thought—I would 
—just try them a little bit.” 

“Harry, you know you shouldn’t have been 
skating on Sabbath,” said Johnnie. 

“I know,” Harry confessed, “and I’m very 
sorry. I prayed that God would forgive me.” 

“Here, take my coat,” offered Fred, and 
with that Fred placed his topcoat around 
Harry’s shoulders and walked the rest of the 
way home with him. It had been bad enough 
to face his friends, but Harry thought he 
would at least get home before Mother and 
Dad did, and maybe he could get undressed 
and into bed before they arrived. But not so. 
When he approached his house the lights 
were shining brightly and he knew they 
were there. 

Mother and Dad were as alarmed and dis- 
appointed to learn what had happened as 
Harry’s friends had been, but they were very 
kind and bundled him off to bed. They be- 
lieved he had learned his lesson, and they 
were all much afraid that he would become 
ill during the night. Before going to sleep 
Harry prayed again, asking God once more to 
forgive him and to keep him from taking a 
turn for the worse, if it was His will. 

It was a happy Mother and Dad who 
awoke on Sabbath morning to find the sun 
shining brightly upon the face of a boy who 
was deeply repentant, and thankful that God 
had spared his life and his health. 

His one request to Mother and Dad was, 
“Please don’t tell Aunt Emma.” And they 
never did. 


How Lem Found the Money 
From page 5 


swiped the crumbs off the table onto the 
floor with his sleeve, and then poured the 
contents of the can onto the oilcloth. 

Smoothing out creases in the tightly 
folded bills, he began to sort and to count. 

Two hundred and thirty-seven dollars and 
forty-two cents. He counted it twice, puff- 
ingly and audibly before he could believe it. 

Lem leaned back in his chair and gasped. 

“Why, the selfish little kid!” he ejaculated. 
“He’s been holding out on me.” 

(That’s how Lem found the money. W hat 
did Emerson do when he learned that his 
money was gone? Find out, in chapter 5, 
next week.) 
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JUNGLE THORN 
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ary work in the jungles of 
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UP FROM THE 
GODOWNS 


by Alta H. Christensen 


The author graphically tells 
what Seventh-day Adventist 
missions can do for an individ- 
ual. She, at the same time, 
gives us an intimate picture 
of the eventful life of a mis- 
sionary in India. $2.25 


JUDY GOES TO AFRICA 
by R. E. Finney, Jr. 


In this sequel to Judy Steps 
Out is told the interesting 
story of a missionary doctor 
and his wife—a nurse. These 
young people shared their faith 
while, with divine help, they 
relieved suffering. $2.00 


SOUTHERN PUBLISHING 


ASSOCIATION 





ye 


ssion Stories From the 


In these books readers of all ages will 
find inspiration and insight into the lives 
of the dedicated missionaries who are 
carrying the gospel of Jesus to the dark 
places of the world. 


j MIRACLE 
I in Borneo 


Stories 


4 








Actual Experiences 


of those who lived them 


MIRACLE IN BORNEO 
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This is the true story of a 
young girl in Borneo, her 
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became a Christian. Power- 
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The Miracle Well 
From page 13 


Up with the water came some fine bluish 
sand. We didn’t want anything like this, to 
fill our stomachs with sand. And besides, the 
water tasted very bad, like rotten eggs. 

Apparently we had struck a sulphur for- 
mation, and the sulphur was dissolving into 
the water and giving it the terrible taste. We 
asked the well men what could be done to 
solve these new problems. 

“The sand will be gone in about six 
weeks,” they told us. And so it proved. In a 
few weeks the water was as clear as we could 
wish. 

“But what of the awful taste?” we asked 
them. 

“We can’t do anything about that,” the 
well men said. “We said we would help you 
get water. We didn’t promise that it would 
taste good. That is your problem.” 

So we looked at the well and felt that we 
were in a very strange situation. We were 
asking the students to drink a lot of water 
so that they could be healthy, as God wanted 
them to be. Yet how could we rightfully ask 
them to drink this water when it tasted so 
bad it almost made them sick? 

We had to have pure water. We had no 
more money. Finally we made up our minds 
that we would go right back to the God who 
had laid out our plan for us in the first place. 

Several of us teachers knelt together and 
reminded God of His instructions to us, and 
of His promises to give us success when we 
obeyed Him. We reminded Him that the 
students needed water, and that our money 
was gone. And you can be sure, too, that we 
reminded Him that we knew He could do 
anything. 

And then it happened! 

The very next morning, early, we went to 
the kitchen faucet to drink our glasses of 
water. Our stomachs were tense, as usual, 
and our minds were set for trying to swallow 
that rotten-egg water. But this time some- 
thing was different—very different indeed. 

The water didn’t taste bad any more! 

As soon as we could, we took some of it 
to a laboratory in Tokyo and asked the sci- 
entists to test it. Back came a report saying 
that the water was completely pure—so pure, 
in fact, that we do not have to boil it here 
at Japan Missionary College, as people must 
do in many other places in the country. 


-Our wonderful God had kept His promise, 
as He always does. He had purified the water 
in the well just as He had done for Moses 
in the wilderness. Today the teachers and 
students of Japan Missionary College and 
all the visitors who come to our campus 
— from the Miracle Well, the well of 
aith. 





Carl and the Speeding Car 
From page 3 


the street were a few late stragglers. No one 
was in sight at the moment, and Carl looked 
longingly at the ice-cream advertisement on 
the front of the drugstore across the corner. 
He felt in his pocket and found a dime. “I 
think I'll go over and get some ice cream 
while I’m waiting,” he decided. 

Quickly he set his flag by the telephone 
pole and started across the street, thinking, 
“Nobody's coming this late, anyway. I won't 
even be missed!” He was already halfway 
across when he slowed his steps. Disgusted, 
he turned around and trudged back to his 
post at the curb and picked up the flag again. 

“What am I thinking of?” he said aloud, 
scolding himself. “Everybody trusts me to 
be at this post until my time is up. I'd never 
be trusted again if I left it, even for a few 
minutes.” He unrolled the flag and stood 
ready. 

“Hello, Carl!” a childish voice piped, rous- 
ing Carl suddenly from his thoughts. He 
looked down the sidewalk to see little Susan 
Walker coming to the corner. He knew her 
well. She was a first-grader and lived in the 
same block he lived on. 

“Hello, Susan,” he answered. “You're late 
this afternoon.” 

“I stayed to help my teacher put up some 
things in our room,” Susan said proudly, as 
she came to the crosswalk where Carl was 
standing. 

“It’s a good thing you got here now,” Carl 
said. “I would have been gone in a few more 
minutes.” He got his flag ready, and waited 
for another car to pass. 

“Yes,” Susan answered. “My teacher told 
me I'd have to leave while you were still at 
my corner to help me across.” She smiled at 
Carl with confidence, and he was glad he 
had stayed at his corner instead of crossing 
the street to the drugstore. 

“Here’s a good chance to help you over,” 
Carl said, stepping off the curb to hold out 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


Address pen pal requests to Editor, JUNIOR GUIDE, 
Washington 12, D.C., U.S.A. Print clearly your name, 
address, age, and hobbies. 


Trick. K. A. Nimako, 18, would like to hear from 
boys and girls all over the world. He collects post- 
cards and stamps and enjoys football, cycling, singing, 
and sending parcels. His address is No. J. 49, Harper 
Street, Koforidua, Gold Coast, British West Africa. 


Janet Brunet, 13, enjoys collecting postcards and 
stamps from all over the world. Her address is 331 
Webster Avenue, Jersey City, New Jersey, U.S.A. 


Colleen Marie Peterson, 12, wants to hear from 
other twelve-year-olds in Mexico, Spain, and South 
America. Her address is Route 3, Box 343, Anacortes, 
Washington, U.S.A. 


Yopie Luppeus, 12, devotes his spare time to col- 
lecting stamps. He promises to answer all letters 
he receives. His address is 7098 Antelope East Road, 
Citrus Heights, California, U.S.A. 


Shirley Booth, of 9230 Woodlawn Avenue, Seattle 
3, Washington, U.S.A., says she would like to get 
letters from boys and girls all over the world. 


Robin Hawes, a fifth-grade student, was 12 on 
January 25. He enjoys stamp collecting, hiking, and 
nature study. He especially wants to hear from jun- 
iors in Holland, Switzerland, Italy, and Alaska. His 
address is China Valley, Falkland, British Columbia, 
Canada. 


Abigail Groth, 11, is interested in collecting 
stamps from all over the world. Her address is 74 
Paine Road, Mansfield, Massachusetts, U.S.A. 


Salami Gonuyu, 15, likes to exchange souvenirs 
and post cards. His address is 344 Comm. Road, 
Anomabu, Gold Coast, West Africa. 


Rita Bazley, 15, spends her spare time reading 
and collecting stamps. She is especially interested in 
receiving letters from juniors in Newfoundland, 
Jamaica, and Ceylon. Her address is Mail Service 117, 
Monto, Queensland, Australia. 








the flag as a signal to the only car that was 
nearing the crosswalk. Susan started over. 

Carl took his eyes from the little girl and 
watched the approaching car. To his sur- 
prise, the car was still coming toward the 
crosswalk at the same speed. Then he noticed 
a look of terrible fear on the driver’s face, 
as if he could not stop. Susan was directly in 
the path of the car, and it was not slowing 
down at all! 

Carl went into action with the speed of 
lightning. Dropping his flag, he raced toward 
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Susan and in a split second grabbed her 
with both arms and rolled back to the curb, 
out of the path of the car. The little girl was 
surprised and terrified, not realizing the 
danger she had been in. 

“Sorry, Susan,” Carl explained in a shaky 
voice as he brushed her off. Big tears were 
welling in her eyes, and her lower lip was 
trembling. She was on the verge of crying. 
“That car wasn’t slowing down for you as 
it should have,” he explained. “I had to get 
you out of the way.” 

He was trying to quiet Susan the way he 
had so many times quieted his own little 
sister. Soon she was brushing away her tears 
and smiling at him, her fright over. 

In the meantime the driver of the car had 
finally stopped, and was running back to 
the crosswalk. Deep concern was written in 
every line of his face. 

Carl stood up to face him. “Don’t you 
know you're supposed to stop at a school 
crosswalk, mister?” he asked, before the man 
had a chance to speak. 

“I certainly do know that, son,” the man 
replied, pulling a handkerchief from his 
pocket and mopping his forehead nervously. 
“My brakes suddenly wouldn’t work, and 
I couldn’t stop.” He looked at Susan and 
stooped down to talk to her. “Are you all 
right, little girl?” he asked kindly. 

Susan edged closer to Carl and clung to 
his arm. Carl put his arm about her shoulder 
and explained to the driver, “She’s all right. 
Just got scared pretty bad when I grabbed 
her out of the street, that’s all.” 

“Well, you really did a fine thing, rescuing 
her the way you did. I would never have for- 
given myself if I had hit her. And I don’t 
know how I could have avoided it if you 
hadn’t acted so quickly.” He paused and 
looked in the direction of his car. “I don’t 
want to take any more chances. Is there a 
garage close by here, where I can get those 
brakes fixed?” 

“Sure,” Carl answered quickly. “There’s 
one in the next block.” 

“Tl go there right now,” the driver said, 
starting off. Then he turned to call back, 
“You safety patrol boys are doing a fine job 
at these school corners. Keep up the good 
work!” Carl smiled his thanks at the com- 
pliment. 

Then he turned his attention again to 
Susan, who still clung to his arm. “Come on, 
Susan. I'll walk you all the way over this 
time,” he said. Susan slipped her small hand 
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into his and smiled gratefully up at him as 
they started across the street. 

When Susan was safely across and on her 
way home, Carl returned to his place of duty 
and consulted his watch. It was time now for 
him to leave his post, but strangely he was 
in no hurry to do so. The harrowing experi- 
ence of the past ten minutes had shown him 
clearly how important his job was, helping 
students across the street safely. He shud- 
dered to think of what might have happened 
if he had been in the drugstore getting ice 
cream when Susan came to his corner. He 
was very thankful now that he had not 
yielded to the temptation. 

Carl looked carefully up the street in the 
direction of school. No more stragglers were 
in sight, so it was all right to leave. But he 
would: never again mind staying at his post 
until the last minute, because he knew now 
how necessary it was to be trustworthy at all 
times. 





Do Horses Talk? 
From page 9 


herself in any way. Prince must have made 
the rounds many times, for the sod was 
thick and heavy in that pasture, yet he had 
worn it down to a dirt path all around her. 
With every round he would stop and nibble 
at her lips as though kissing her, and would 
make sounds as if trying to comfort her. 

Her struggled breathing told me plainly 
that she would not be with us long, and 
Prince seemed to sense the fact himself. I 
told him I would go for help. He appeared 
to understand, and continued making the 
rounds, kissing, comforting, and neighing, 
until I returned with my husband and son. 
Just as we reached the spot, Dolly gave one 
long deep sigh and all was over. 

The rounds and neighing stopped at once. 
Poor Prince! His heart was broken. Ever 
afterward he seemed dejected and forlorn. 
He was a sincere mourner. Never again did 
he come up to the well to drink. The water 
from the Kankakee River was good enough, 


now that he must walk alone. Nor did we 
ever see him again in the barnyard. 

What do you say now? Do horses talk? 
Did not Prince tell Dolly he loved her and 
was trying his best to relieve her pains and 
sufferings? Did he not call me three times? 
Did he not tell me that I was needed in the 
pasture? Certainly, he made it so very clear 
there was no chance to mistake him. 











ARE POSSUMS “CRAZY”? Why do possums 
play possum? In an attempt to find out, a 
scientist gave several opossums shock treat- 
ments such as are used to cure insane people. 
After just a few treatments some of the animals 
refused to play dead any longer. Instead of 
lying still when frightened, a few even tried 
fighting back. 


POPULAR PARAKEETS. Parakeets are gain- 
ing in popularity. Though they still have quite 
a way to go before they outnumber pet dogs 
and cats, they are gaining rapidly. Compared 
with over nineteen million dogs and nearly 
fifteen million cats, there are now six and a 
half million parakeets kept as pets in the 
U.S.A. This is a gain of 161 per cent over the 
number two years ago. 


ARE YOU YOU? Here is something to think 
about: The atoms that now make up you, 
a little while ago were in the foods you ate. 
Before that they were in the soil or in the 
air. Atoms in the air you breathe have most 
probably already been breathed in and out 
by many, many other people. The atoms of 
George Washington, even of Nebuchadnez- 
zar, are still floating around—and could very 
likely be part of you! 


COVER PICTURE by H. M. Lambert. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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VI—Calming the Tempest and Restoring the Demoniacs 


(FEBRUARY 5) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Lesson Texts: Mark 4:35-41; Matthew 8:28- 
34. 


Memory Verse: “What manner of man is 
this! for he commandeth even the winds and 
water, and they obey him” (Luke 8:25). 


Guiding Thought 


The disciples had spent a wonderful day at the 
lakeside with Jesus. Their faith had grown while 
they listened to Him as He talked about the 
kingdom of God to people thirsty for truth. But 
the wonderful day was followed by a terror-filled 
night. Sailing across the sea of Galilee, to find 
rest from the eager crowds demanding Christ's 
attention, they ran into a storm the like of which 
these sturdy and experienced fishermen had never 
seen. It was then they learned that He who made 
the earth and sea had also power to stay the 
tempest’s fury and to calm their fears. Next 
morning, when they came to land, and were 
faced by two uncontrollable maniacs, the disciples 
found that God can control tempest-tossed minds 
as easily as storm-tossed waves. They learned, as 
we can learn, that in all the tempestuous and 
dangerous moments of our lives, Jesus is ready 
to put forth His hand to bring calm and peace. 


SUNDAY 
The End of a Busy Day 


1. Jesus had passed a busy day teaching. 
When evening fell what did He suggest to 
His disciples that they do? (Mark 4:35, 36.) 


2. Where did they propose to go for rest 
after their busy day? (Luke 8:22.) 


NOTE.—'‘‘The eastern shore of Gennesaret was 
not uninhabited, for there were towns here and 
there beside the lake; yet it was a desolate re- 
gion when compared with the western side. It 
contained a population more heathen than Jewish, 
and had little communication with Galilee. Thus 
it offered Jesus the seclusion He sought, and He 
now bade His disciples accompany Him thither.” 
—The Desire of Ages, pp. 333, 334. 
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For further reading: The story as told in Mat- 
thew 8:23-34. 


MONDAY 
The Storm on the Lake 


3. What change in the weather occurred as 
they sailed toward the eastern shore? (Mark 
4:37.) 


NoTE.—'The sun had set, and the blackness 
of night settled down upon the stormy sea. The 
waves, lashed into fury by the howling winds, 
dashed fiercely over the disciples’ boat, and 
threatened to engulf it. Those hardy fishermen had 
spent their lives upon the lake, and had guided 
their craft safely through many a storm; but now 
their strength and skill availed nothing. They 
were helpless in the grasp of the tempest, and 
hope failed them as they saw that their boat was 
filling.” —The Desire of Ages, p. 334. 

4. Where was Jesus during the storm? 
(Verse 38, first part.) 


5. How did the disciples call to Him for 
help? (Verse 38, second part.) 

For further reading: The story as told in Luke 
8:22-39. 


TUESDAY 
Jesus Brings Peace to the Storm-tossed Sea 


6. How did Jesus restore calmness to the 
stormy waters of the lake? (Mark 4:39.) 


7. When the storm was calmed, what ques- 
tions did Jesus ask His disciples? (Verse 40.) 


8. What lesson can we learn from the story 
of the stilling of the sea? (Isa. 57:20, 21.) 


NOoTE.—''Sin has destroyed our peace. While 
self is unsubdued, we can find no rest. The mas- 
terful passions of the heart no human power can 
control. We are as helpless here as were the dis- 
ciples to quiet the raging storm. But He who 
spoke peace to the billows of Galilee has spoken 
the word of peace for every soul. However fierce 
the tempest, those who turn to Jesus with the 
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cry, ‘Lord, save us,’ will find deliverance.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 336. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
335, pars. 2-4; p. 336, par. 1. 


WEDNESDAY 


Jesus Brings Peace to Storm-tossed Minds 


9. When morning came, and the disciples 
stepped thankfully onto the beach, what ter- 
rifying sight met their eyes? (Matt. 8:28.) 


NoTE.—'‘From some hiding place among the 
tombs, two madmen rushed upon them as if 
to tear them in pieces. Hanging about these men 
were parts of chains which they had broken in 
escaping from confinement. Their flesh was torn 
and bleeding where they had cut themselves with 
sharp stones. Their eyes glared out from their 
long and matted hair, the very likeness of hu- 
manity seemed to have been blotted out by the 
demons that possessed them, and they looked more 
like wild beasts than like men.”—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 337. 

10. What did the demons cry out? (Verse 
29.) 


11. In what way did Jesus get rid of the 
evil spirits that had been tormenting these 
poor men? (Verses 30-32.) 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
337, par. 3; p. 338, pars. 1, 3, 4. 


THURSDAY 


Sent Forth to Minister 


12. How did the story of the healing of the 
demoniacs and the fate of the herd of swine 
spread through the country? (Matt. 8:33.) 














13. What did the people beg Jesus to do? 
(Verse 34.) 


14. What did Jesus tell the restored men to 
do? (Mark 5:18, 19.) 


NOTE.—"As Jesus was about to enter the boat, 
they [the restored men] kept close to His side, 
knelt at His feet, and begged Him to keep them 
near Him, where they might ever listen to His 
words. But Jesus bade them go home and tell 
what great things the Lord had done for them. 

“Here was a work for them to do,—to go to a 
heathen home, and tell of the blessing they had 
received from Jesus. It was hard for them to be 
separated from the Saviour. Great difficulties were 
sure to beset them in association with their hea- 
then countrymen. And their long isolation from 
society seemed to have disqualified them for the 
work He had indicated. But as soon as Jesus 
pointed out their duty they were ready to obey.” — 
The Desire of Ages, p. 339. 

Mark and Luke write of one man, Matthew of 
two. One was evidently more outstanding than 
the other. 


FRIDAY 


Place this sign after Christ's command to the 
evil spirits—O 

Place this sign after His rebuke to the sea and 
the wind—* 

Place this sign after His words to His disci- 
ples—# 


“Why are ye so fearful?” (_ ) 

“How is it that ye have no faith?” (_ ) 
“Peace, be still.” (  ) 

“Go:” ( ) 

“Let us pass over unto the other side.” (__) 


The disciples were sure they 
would drown, and cried out to 
Jesus in great fear. They for- 
got that Jesus loved them and 
would surely protect them. 


ANTON DIETRICH 
ARTIST 








GREAT LAWGIVERS—4 


CARL BLOCH, ARTIST 


HEARD ON THE HILLSIDE 


“Where are all those people going?” Rufus asked his friend Julius one day. “Don’t know,” said 
Julius. “Then let’s find out,” said Rufus. The boys quickly joined the streams of people walking by 
their home, and before long were in a large grassy depression on a hillside. Everyone was watching a 
man in white clothes sitting higher up the hill, talking. “It must be Jesus,” whispered Julius. “Hush,” 
said Rufus. “Listen to what He’s saying.” 


“Blessed are the meek,” they heard. Julius winced. He loved to boast. “Swear not at all,” Jesus 
went on. “Whosoever shall smite thee on thy right cheek, turn to him the other also. . . . Love your 
enemies.” “Lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven.” “Judge not, that ye be not judged.” “What- 
soever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them.” Then they saw Jesus stand, and 
the crowd began to go home. Julius was silent. “If you kept all those rules,” he said at last, “you’d be 
a saint.” 


How right he was! If we would obey Jesus in everything He told us to do, we would be ready for 
heaven right now. Truly, Jesus was the greatest lawgiver of all. 
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